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Jangles across the way 
I turned as a sign read itself to an unusual beat 
and a solitary man emerged 
with a sac of his 
newest selection 

Now standing on the walk waiting 
alone 
Just as he will be 
when he returns home 
to listen to his 
new best friend 

But the moment was captured 
neglecting the accompaniment of a tune 
now forgotten 

And the improvisation of life 
moves on 
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